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finished his work there he built the Congregational parsonage, con-
verted an old grist-mill into a community club, employed experts to
lay out a model-village plan, thus anticipating Henry Ford by a
decade or two, besides purchasing and endowing Western Reserve
Academy, where he had received his education.
Evamere Lake had a utilitarian as well as decorative purpose, foij
it provided ice for the household. Father built an ice-house at one
end, and every winter the hired men harvested it full. There was
still plenty of ice left for skating, however, and in summer we
swam in the pond. Curiously enough, I have no memory of how
or where I learned to swim, but I assume it must have been here.
Father also stocked the lake with fish, but none seemed to survive
but suckers.
After the World's Fair a new set of tenants took up residence
in Evamere Lake. I have already mentioned the Roosevelt log
cabin that came to the farm at this time; but Father bought many
other things of the Exposition when it closed, including the Fair's
ornamental poultry—peafowl and the swans, Muscovy ducks and
other water-fowl that shared the lagoons and canals with the
Venetian gondolas. Fresh from this foreign contact, they never-
theless made themselves at home on a bucolic Ohio pond, shelter-
ing in winter in a house built on the bank. I disliked the peacocks,
who were always screaming around the house by day; and during
the spring nesting season they and the male swans would chase us-
children.
Remembering how enamoured we were of the Linn children's
goat in Chicago, Father bought us one in Hudson. We also had a
pony to ride; but the goat and pony were, I believe, the only pets
we had, except that I managed a coop of bantam chickens. Grand-
ma Ellsworth had a spidery black-and-tan dog of the breed that
used to be called rat-terriers. I didn't care for this animal, which
barked at me and sometimes nipped at my heels. In fact, I have
never been a dog-lover and never owned a dog that I can remember.
We used to play tricks on the farm chickens. I would tie two
kernels of corn to the ends of a string, then call two trusting hens
and feed one kernel to each. In the tug-of-war that followed, the
game was to see which chicken could pull up the other's kernel.
I also discovered that by tucking a chicken's head under its wing

